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by the stress of the hard world," and the same cause probably increased his natural modesty till it became almost morbid. He was perpetually haunted by the fear that his poetry was not original, and the only word of satisfaction which Spedding ever heard him use of any of his sonnets was with regard to one which owed its origin to a period of deep affliction, of which the poet said that he thought it was good because he knew it to be true. Whatever the cause, however, during these thirty-four years Charles Turner published nothing and, indeed, hardly even wrote anything. Spedding, in his Introduction, has collected a few fragments which were gathered from the poet's notebooks, and show that his mind still occasionally noted a stray simile or description, doubtless intended to be subsequently worked up into a poern. A few of these are in his happiest manner. One may quote the following picture of goldfish in a glass bowl:
As though King Midas did the surface touch, Constraining the clear water to their change With shooting motions and quick trails of light. Now a rich girth and then a narrow gleam, And now a shaft and now a sheet of gold.
and the lines on the opening of the tomb of Charlemagne :
They rove the marble where the ancient King, Like one forspent with sacred study sate, Robed like a King, but as a scholar pale.
His mind, too, was always working in the same direction on his rambles about the countryside, and he would sometimes, when walking with Agnes Weld, " the ittle, ambling, stile-clearing niece," who was often his ^uest, hit on some phrase which took his fancy and was imparted to his companion, who remembers his description Df the slanting light-bars on a cloudy day as " the oars of :he golden Galley of the sun," and many another phrase